Siam
since yesterday from the chief of the district;
five carts, be it understood, for there is Got
room in one for more than a single person,
who sits hack to back with the driver. They
resemble a sort of mandoline, mounted on
wheels and drawn by the arm, which is
curved like the prow of a gondola.
We have to hasten our departure in order that
we may arrive at Angkor before the heat of mid-
day. At the outset of our journey we follow
the course of the narrow river along a path-
way of sand, bordered with reeds and flowers.
Above us is a colonnade of tall cocoa-nut-
palms, from which hang garlands of creepers,
decked with clusters of flowers, There is an
exquisite morning freshness under these high
trees, We pass through villages, peaceful
and pleasing as in the golden age, where the
inhabitants watch us go by with smiles of shy
good-will. The presence of an Indian strain
in the blood of these people becomes more and
more pronounced, and many of the women have
large, black eyes, shaded by lashes that might
be the envy of a Bayadere.
At the end of about an hour we stop at
Siem-Reap, almost a town, but quite Siamese
in character, with its little houses raised always
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